MITHER in Ife nor in death is there aught to fear,
or love indwells and sustains the Whole.

In life there is nothing to fear,

For step by step, like little children,

We arc led by Him who holdeth our hands,

By Him who hath crowned our lives,  day by day,

With His wonders of beauty and love and delight.

In death there is nothing to fear,

For, there also, love is supreme,

There also God's hand shall guide us, as little children.

Death is naught but the passage at last
From this our darkness and gloom to yonder splendour
of light,

From  this  our  half-knowledge,  half-friendship, half-
goodness,

To that perfection;
From this our death
To that fulness and freedom of life.

THOU hast but to listen,
And thou shalt hear Him:
He speakcth aloud in the wind of evening,
IE the joyful gladness of children, the song of the birds.

In the dayspring upon the forest
Is His face clear seen.